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PREFACE. 



The hifiory of this little book mufi be the only apology for 
its publication. 

The author has for many years held charge of a fomewhat 
ividely Jcattered rural parifh. Returning home from the 'v'lfita- 
tion of the Sick and afiiBed, and from the Burial of the Dead, 
he is accufiomed to %ueave into verfe the main thought fuggejied 
to his mind at the time. 

This habit has certainly Jerqued to imprefs the Truth of God 
more de^ly upon his own heart , and may have helped him to 
teach it better to his brethren, 

A Parochial Clergyman, %ubo in the courje of his miniftry 
mufi have vifited many homes from the beginning of a doubtful 
Jicknejs until Bereavement has overjhadowed — and haply turned 
Heavenward — many hearts, ivill eafily perceive how intimately 
in idea the fever al Pieces are conneBed, 

A friend — one greatly beloved at Lea Marjion — has kindly 
permitted the author to add Jome firikingly thoughtful verjes of 
his, entitled "I^ in Death. ''^ 

The beautiful Frontifpiece to this book is from a Jketch of 
Lea Marjion Church and Crofs, by another kind and valued 
friend, ''A.A:' 



Through the Clouds. 



" / went mourning ivithout the fun^ — ^Job xxx. 28. 



If dark thy Sun before the noon^ 
The blackeft cloud is ne'er too foon. 
And may be Mercy's richeft boon. 

Who knows, but He that judgeth right, 
How foon may fall a deadly blight 
On fouls rejoicing in the light ! 

O better far to weep alone 
For every earthly pleafure gone. 
Than have thy Father's work undone. 



Then be thou fure this darkeft hour 
Will prove at laft the fecret power 
Of Love, to guard His chofen flower. 



That flower will grow as ne'er it grew 
Before the burning day withdrew, 
Nor drank its fweet refrefhing dew. 

Be fure this Sorrow beft will fuit 
To nourifh Faith's undying root. 
And ripen Virtue's richeft fruit. 
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" Whom the Lord lovetb he correSietb ; even as a Father the Jon 
In nvhom he delightetb .^"^ — Proverbs iii. 12. 



Not in anger comes thy God, 
Smiting with avenging rod ; 
Not fubmiffion He would have 
As of trembling flave. 
Take thy Father's chaftifement. 
All in mercy timely fent 
With a mighty grace to move 
Thee to better Love. 

Feareft thou the failing light 
Or the darker growing Night ?— 
Holding faft a Father's hand, 
Firmly fhalt thou ftand. 
With refigned heart and ftill. 
Learn to love His hidden will ; 
Suffer meekly what thou mull 
With a childlike trull. 
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Bear ^he Crofs, and count it gain. 
For it foweth Joy in Pain ; 
More and more to Heaven afpire 
Through this cleanfing fire. 
Tribulation will but bring 
All the clofer to thy King : 
When His gracious work is done 
Knoweth He alone. 



"Hepurgetb ity that it may bring forth more fruit, '^^ — John xv. 2. 

** What fin is he 'whom the Father' cJiaJienetb not.''^ — Heb. xU. 7. 

" That the trial of your faith, being much more precious than of gold 
that perijhetb, though it be tried with fire, might be found unto 
praife and honour and glory at the appearing of J ejus Chrif.** — 
I Petik i. 7. 



Haft thou, O man, a cherifhed Tree, 
Which knows not oft the pruner's knife, 

That better yet its fruit may be. 

Nor leaf and bloffom wafte its life ? — 

Then let thy God, who loveth thee. 

With Sorrow prune His chofen tree. 

Haft thou, O man, a cherifhed Child, 
Too flow to turn at Wifdom's call. 

And wilt thou leave him wanton, wild. 
Nor fcourge the faults that bode a fall ? — 

Then let thy God, in kindeft love. 

Through Grief and Pain His child approve. 

Haft thou, O man, a Jewel rare. 

Made vile with ruft and earthly ftain, 



And fhall rfie fire its fafhion fpare. 

If that its better worth regain ? — 
Then let Thy God His jewel try, 
And through Afflidlion glorify. 

Is God what each delights to fay 
He is to all — a Father kind ? — 

Then leave with Him the time and way 
To mould like His each wayward mind ; 

And if the Crofs aboiind in Pain, 

O think upon th' eternal gain ! 



^^ My Joul thirfietbfor God^for the living God wwhenjball I come 
and appear before GodT* — Psalm xlii. 2. 



When fhall I come to Thee, 

Saviour of all ? 
Night clouds encompafs me. 

Darker they fall. 
Still will I truft in Thee, 
Still will I pray to Thee, 
When fhall I come to Thee, 

Saviour of all ? 

When wilt Thou fhine on me, 

Stat of the Mom ? 
Others rejoice in Thee, 

I wait forlorn. 
Still will I hope in Thee, 
Still will I pray for Thee, 
When wilt Thou fhine on me. 

Star of the Morn ? 

When wilt Thou rife on me, 

Sun of my Day ? 
Life's joy for lack of Thee 

Fadeth away. 



Here is Reft, — to know that Death 
Is but the body's parting breath ; 
Friends may leave thee, joys may foil, 
But o'er thy life (hall nought prevail : 
Live in Chrift, and He, thy Head, 
Will draw His member from the dead. 
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II 



* Be ftrong^ and He Jhall jiablljh your hearty all ye that put 
your trufi in the Lordy — Psalm xxxi. 27. 



Child of Sorrow, be thou flrong ; — 
Take the cup thy Father fends j 

Not an hour will He prolong 

What has wrought His loving ends. 

Child of Sorrow, be thou ftrong ; — 
Love the way thy Lord ordains : 

He can teach a joyful fong 
In the worft of mortal pains. 

Child of Sorrow, be thou flrong ; — 
Bear the Crofs thy Saviour bore : 

Seems the painful trial long ? — . 
Look to Him, and pray the more. » 

Child of Sorrow, be thou ftrong ; — 
God will thus thy life- employ ; 

Pain and grief to Him belong, 
Working out eternal joy. 

Child of Sorrow, be thou ftrong ; — 
Thou ftialt trace, when life is paft. 

Nothing aimlefs, nothing wrong. 
Nothing but for Good ut k&. 
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St. Mark vii. 34. 
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Could we but hear our Father's word. 

And own His loving care. 
Our hearts would more in fweet accord 

With all that we muft bear. 
Could we but fay, " Thy will be done," 

And all our will relign. 
His Prefence, like a cloudlefs Sun, 

In faddeft hours would Ihine. 

Bleft Saviour ! teach our lips to pray 

As Thou wilt love to hear ; 
But open iirft our hearts, that they 

May fee Thy prefence clear. 
We feek not more the truth to know^ 

But more its light to feel'y 
That all our life in Thine may flow. 

And Thee in all reveal. 

(From ^^ Germs of r hough r* ) 



* « Germs of Thought on the Sunday Services,** Publiihed 
by J. MoxGAN, 10, Patemofter Row. 
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*^J am thf Good Shepherd, and know my Jheepy and am known 
of mine,^^ — ^John x. 14. 



O Jefus, ever prefent, 

O Shepherd, ever kind. 
Thy very Name is muiic. 

To ear, and heart, arid mind. 
It woke my wondering childhood 

To mufe on " things above :" 
It drew my harder manhood 

With cords of mighty love. 

How oft to fiire deftruftion 

My feet had gone aftray, — 
Wert Thou not, patient Shepherd, 

The Guardian of my way. 
How oft, in darknefs fellen. 

And wounded fore by fin, 
Thy Hand has gently rais'd me. 

And healing balm pour'd in. 

O hard is paffing Sorrow I — 
But when in Faith I look. 

That feeming rod of anger 
Is but my Shepherd's crook. 



H 

So lovingly Thou leadeft 

From pafture-fields of Dejth, 
Where fnare and fall lie hidden 

The verdant path beneath. 

O Shepherd good I I follow 

Wherever Thou wilt lead ; 
No matter where the pafture. 

With Thee at hand to feed. 
Thy voice, in Life fo mighty. 

In Death fhall make me bold ; — 
O bring my ranfom'd fpirit 

To Thme eternal Fold I 

(From " Germs of Thought on the Sunday Sertnces,^^ ) 



^ ^ith iS^^ ss^tmme l^jimn. 



*^ Mytnice /halt thou hear hetimes, Lord: early in the morning 
will I Sre& my prayer unto Thee, and ivill look «f .**— 
Psalm v. 3. 



The Star of Mprn is fhining bright. 

And darknefs melts away : 
The Love that gave the quiet Night 

Recalls the cheerful Day. 

While on this bed my body lies 
In weakneis and in pain, 

God, my grateful heart (hall rife. 
And praife Thee yet again. 

1 know my life, be what it may, 

Is ordered for the beft ; 
I know this toilfome defert way 
Leads to- eternal Reft. 

A watcher at Thy palace-gate 

Is all I now can be ; — 
But they who work, and they who wait, 

Alike may honour Thee. 

\ 
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I aik but Grace to*ufe aright 

The moments as they fly, 
That I may count them up at night 

To Thine approving eye. 

O God of Comfort, Light of Love, 

Be with me all the day ; 
Draw my weak heart to " things above," 

And Heavenward guide my way. 
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€I)e ^itk 9f^'0 €\imtts l^pmn. 



" Ivuill lay me down In pefue and take my reft ; for it is Thou, 
Lord, only that makeft me to dwell injafetyj"^ — Psalm iv. 9, 



I lay me down and take the Reft 
Which Thou, my Father, judgeft beft ; 
And fhould mine eyes no dumber £nd, 
I blefs Thy love for peace of mind : 
In foreft pain my heart I raife. 
And feek repofe in filent praife. 

The lonefbme Night has loft its gloom. 
And funfhinc fills the darkeft room ; 
For Thou, O Jefus, art the Sun 
Whofe daily round is never run ; — 
Thou fhineft on, in perfedl Day, 
Though Time itfelf fhould pafs away. 

Light of the world, with Thee fo near. 

My finful heart is all I fear ; 

O cleanfe it well fix>m fecret ftain. 

And fill it with Thyfclf again ; 

So fhall Thy glory clear the Night, 

And blefs the Day with double light. 



" BleJJed is he that Jball eat Bread in the kingdom of Heaven,'^ — 
Luke xiv. 15. 
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We love to fit and read to thee 
Our Father's Holy Word, ^ 

And watch thy changeful face to fee 
How well thine heart has heard. 

We love to know this time of Pain, 

So trying though it be. 
Will furely bring a blefled gain 

To many as to thee. 

We love to hear our common Creed 

So heartily confefPd, 
Where God alone the mind can need. 

And Truth is feen the heft. 

We love to hear the words of Prayer, 

So fervent, fo fincere. 
When claims thine heart the Father's care, 

Or dreads the Tempter ftear. 
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But oh ! what fweeter joy will be 

To kneel around thy bed, 
And feed in humble faith with thee 

On Chrifl, the living Bread. 

To take that Sacrament Divine* 
Of all His Love has done, 

AM, heart with heart, renew the fign 
Of all that man has won. 

Then rife prepared to live or die. 

To triumph or to fight ; 
For Life and Immortality 

In Chrift are brought to light. 



* ** Which, being fo Divine and comfortable a thing to them 
who receive it worthily.*' — Communion Service, 



\ 
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• " i« full ajjurance of Faith,'' — Hkb. x. 22. 



I come, O Father kind ; 

I truft Thy patient Love ; 
Nor doubt fhall longer vex my mind, 

Nor fear my heart fhall move : 
Enough to know Thy boundlcfs Grace 
A Sinner calls to feck Thy face. 

I come. Almighty King ; 

Thy Mercy's gentle call 
So fvrectly draws my foul to bring 

The tribute of its all : 
Enough to know Thou loveft beft 
The large defire of lowly breaft. 

I come, O Saviour dear ; 

I come, by fin opprefPd 
To Thee Who wilt the guilty clear. 

And give the weary Refl : 
Enough to know that Thou hafl died 
To cure at once my fear and pride. 
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I come, O Chrift, my Lord ; 

I cry for Living Bread — 
Found but in Thee, the Living Word- 

Whicb all Thy Saints has fed : 
Enough to know, who eateth Thee 
In everlafting life fhall be. 
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^* If d man lovt vm^ he ivill keep my ivords ; and my Father tmll 
love him, and ive w/// come unto him^ and make our abode vntb 
him,'''' — John xiv. 23. 



When firft, O Chrift, I felt Thy gracious call, 

" Come unto Me, and I will give you reft/' 
It fell upon my heart as rain-drops fall 

On pining flowers hy fummer drought opprefl^d : 
I came to Thee, and left my lins behind ; 

I trufted Thee, and knew no longer fear ; 
I learnt of Thee, and funfliine fiU'd my mind ; 

I took Thy yoke, and found it fweet to bear; 

I followed Thee, and all my path was clear. 

Methought not Love itfelf could more beftow ; 

But fince I took that Holy bread and wine 
In fimple Faith, defiring but to know 

Thyfelf, O Jefus, fealing me for Thine, 
I feel that " Come to Me, and I will give," 

As nought to "We will come to him and dwell ;'* 
For now I know there doth within me live 

Of Life and Love the never-foiling Well ; 

And vanifhed is the dread of Death and Hell. 
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" Now mine eye feeth Thee^ Wherefore I abhor myfelf^ and repent 
in duft and ajhei^ — ^Job xlii. 5, 6. 



Though all is done that finful man 
In Nature's utmoft weaknefs can, 
In duil and aflies dill I lie, 
And, clinging to the Crofs, will cry — 
O Lamb of God, I truft in Thee ! 
O Lord, be merciful to me ! 

Witli tears I ftill repent my fin, 

Yet fafl its evil clings within ; 

The more of God and Heaven I know, 

Doth but the more my vilenefs fhow ; — 

O Lamb of God, I truflvin Thee ! 

Lord, be merciful to me ! 

1 ^Ti my heart on things above. 

But oh ! how cold my warmeft love ! 
What earthly thoughts, the while I pray. 
Prevent Devotion's upward way I — 
O Lamb of God, I truft in Thee ! 
O Lord, be merciful to me I 
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I know that Chrift, who died for mc. 
The Son of Man, my Judge fhall be ; 
But who can ftand before the throne 
Where every fecret mufl be known ! — 
O Lamb of God, I truft in Thee ! 
O Lord, be merciful to me ! 
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"& ffe givetb His beloved Jleep:^ — Psalm cxxtIL 2. 
(See the whole Pfelm.) 



Knowing well a Father dear provides 
All the good His children can poflefs ; 

Knowing He in time of danger hides. 
Saves from want and fuccours in diftrcft. 

Working joy of things that make them weep :— 

" So He giveth His beloved fleep." 

Knowing well a never-cloling Eye 

Watches through the fhadows of the night. 

Bidding all the brood of darknefs fly. 

Sending from His throne an Angel bright 

Far away the fecret foe to keep > — 

" So He giveth His beloved fleep." 

Knowing well, when thought would banifh reft. 

For the day fufficient is its ill. 
And to-morrow's lot will be the beft. 

Since it but reveals a Father's will. 
Far beyond our mortal reafon deep : — 
" So He giveth His beloved fleep." 
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Knowing well, though many muft be fed. 
Children ever blefs a poor man's home, 

(Hallowed to their God, and heavenward led,) 
For the more good Angels thither come. 

And His own the Lord will furely keep : — 

" S0 He giveth His beloved fleep.'* 

Knowing well, if fome no morrow know. 
Death approaching through the ftilly night. 

They in fpirit will but nearer go 
To their Father in unclouded light. 

Never more to fuffer or to weep : — 

"So He giveth His beloved fleep." 



L. 
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^ I am perfuaded that nather death^ nor lifgy nor ange/sj nor prmct- 
ffalitieSf nor fonoers^ nor things prefent, nor things to come, nor 
height f nor deptby nor any other creature^Jhall be able tofeparate 
us from the love ofGody ^vhicb is in Chrifi yefus our Lord.*'-^ 
Romans viii. 38, 39. 



Look not thus, with feces fad ; — 
Still our Brother's heart is glad $ 
All the feeble body's anguifh 
Cannot make the fpirit languifh. 

Strong in Faith, he fees a Form 
Speaking Peace in wildeft ftorm, 
Chrift, in health accounted deareft, 
Chrift, in ficknefs known the neareft. 

Strong in Hope, he fees afar 
Where his Home and treafures are. 
Where are friends that fail him never. 
Where are joys reviving ever. 

Strong in Love, he will not fay 
" Take this bitter cup away ;" 
For if God his Father wills it. 
He with fweeteft mercy fills it. 
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No more fear of Death to come; 
That but calls his fpirit home ; 
Where unfcen his Saviour leadcth. 
There is all the light he necdeth. 

No more dread of final doom 
Fills his faithful foul with gloom ; 
Chrift will be the Judge revealed ; 
Chrift his foul repentant healed. 

Praifing God for mercies paft. 
He can truft Him to the laft ; 
Then» his foul to Chrift commending, 
Rife in hope of blifs unending. 

Therefore look no longer fad, 
For our Brother's heart is glad ; 
All the body^s growing anguifh 
Cannot make the fpirit languiih. 



L 
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[" The lafi ivords audible were : * More light ! * The final dark" 
nefs grew apace , and he nuhoje eternal longings had been for more 
Light gave a farting cry for it as he nioas faffing under tk§ 
Jhadow ofDeatb,^^ — Lswis* Lirj: of Go^thk.] 



•• More Light ! more Light !** — Earth's fleeting things 

are fading 
Faft from my fight, to reappear no more : 
Lo ! fbmething like a veiled Hand is Ihading 
Scenes that till now a look of glory wore: — 
Darker and darker fall the fhades of Night ; 
Farther and farther yet recedes the Light ; 
Yet is mine inward vifion clearer than before. 

'* More Light 1 more Light ! " — ere final fleep has 

bound me. 
And from this tent my fpirit muft remove ; 
. Yet once again oh ! let me fee around me 
The old familiar faces dear to Love : — 
Oh ! let me tell them with my lateft breath 
How Love — the joy of Life — may vanquifh Death, 
And carry all its treafure to a Home above. 



\ 
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*' More Light ! more Light 1" — the chains that long 

have bound me. 
In mind and heart, are breaking one by one ; 
The fpirit clouds that gathered dark around me 
Diflblve like mifts before the riling Sun : — 
I fee the Form of Man in Heavenly Glory ; 
I hear from lips of Man the wondrous ftory 
How finners are redeemed, and Earth and Heaven 

are one. 

" More Light ! more Light !" — what Angel friends 

are near me ! 
O ! brighter far than Childhood's dreams have known j 
They bend around, as eager all to bear me 
On to the King, — the Lamb upon the Throne : — 
"More Light! more Light!" — that I may fee 

His Face: — 
"More Light! more Light!" that I may clearly 

trace 
This Paradife of Joy, where reigneth Love alone. 
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''He fell ajleepr— Acts mu. 6o. 



All is over : He is gone : 
Death its utmoft work has done. 
And the crown of life is won ; 

Who can bear to weep ? 
Never more by pain oppreft. 
Never more in fad unreft. 
Calm as babe on mother's breaft. 

Lies he now afleep. 

Cries of forrow, loob of gloom, 
111 become this hallowed room. 
Where Devotion's fweeteft bloom 

Cheered his clofing day. 
Blefled be the filent bed 
Where our common Prayers were faid. 
And our Father's Word we read. 

While He pafled away. 

Let us lay this wreath of flowers, 
Frcfli from Autumn's fading bowers. 
On his bofom ; Love of ours 
Then no more can give. 
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So we leave him till the day 
When the Lord fhall call away 
All His own from earth's decay, 
WithHimfelftoHve. 
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** He that helievetb on me, though hi were dead yet Jball he Rve : 
And whofoever Ik/etb and helievetb in toe Jball never die,^^^^ 
John xi. 25, 26. 

Why do ye weeping ftj^nd 

Over the Grave, 
Owning a Father's hand 

Takes what He gave ? 
Can ye not truft His Love 

Reigning in Light, 
Though as ye gaze above 

Seemeth but night I 

Hark to the cheering Word, 

"Life is in Me,'* 
Coming from Chrift the Lord, 

Mourner, to thee ! 
Life for the broken heart 

Faithful and brave ; 
Life for this mortal part 

Sown in the Grave. 

Fills not our Brother yet 

Hearts that he won. 
Hearts that can ne'er forget 

Good he hath done ? — 
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Blindly our fbrrow cried 

" Now he is gone !* 
When but the body died. 

He living on. 

Bend then your tearful eyes 

Earthward no more : 
See through the cloudy ikies 

Him ye deplore : 
There, through a Saviour's blood, 

Cleanfed from ill. 
He fhall the perfed Good, 

See and fiilfil. 

Time cannot bring for him 

Trouble or pain ; 
Sorrow his eye fhall dim 

Never again. 
Ours is the fearful flrife 

Yet to be done ; 
Ours is the Crown of Life 

Yet to be won. 
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31^atttn0 fbt t|)e jfuwcal. 



It is the cuftom at Lea Marfton to chime the bells as ibon as 
the faneral ptoceflion comes in fight of the Church. 

In the midft of the avenue leading to the Churchyard| cloie 
by the gate, is an ancient Crois. (See the Frontispiece.) 



Toll the fad knell !— come (lowly on. 
The while ye tread the winding road. 
In fight of that bereft abode 
No longer Home, when he is gone. 
ToD the fad knell, — and let it fay 
To all the living, fain to hear. 
How furely comes the moft they fear 
And brings to light the beft they pray. 

Ring out the chimes ! — come bravely on. 
When firfl appears that ancient Crofs 
Which tells of gain in faddcfl lofs ; 
O feek in Chrift the ipirit gone.- 
Ring out the chimes ! — and let them tell 
The glorious end of mortal flrife. 
The triumph of the Lord of Life 
Who holds the keys of death and hell. 



36 

*%ik in SDeatf). 
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**The Funeral Proccflion came flowly down the avenue, ha 
oak, half evergreen ; the Crofs and Church bong midw{i 
When they reached the Crofs, the knell ceafed and the chim 
w^ere rung." 



With withered leaves and wafted limbs. 

The aged oaken way. 
So faintly cheered by fanfet gleams. 

Speaks but of Earth's decay. 

When at its end the Crofs is fecn. 

The hallowed dead we lay. 
The way beyond, in evergreen. 

Smiles with eternal day. 

Sad tolls the knell, as flow we bring 

Our dead befide this Crofs, 
Then riling chimes triumphant ring 

Notes of recovered lofs. 

* For thefe beautiful lines I vn indebted to a firiend. 
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The Sign of life redeemed beneath. 

We fee — before unfeen — 
The germ of life difclofed from death, 

The fear leaf changed to green. 



C.B.A. 
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* Whether we live therefore or <fe, vfe are the Lor^t* 
Romans xiv. 8. 



We will not linger by thy Grave, where Nature 

claims our tears ; 
Our hearts arife to thy bright woj:ld, where Sorrow 

difappears : 
Our Lord is One, and His are we in fpirit 

evermore ; 
Our Life is One, and all His own will He fixMn 

Death reftore. 

Not ours the idle queftion how this body (hall 

arife. 
Or what its glorious fafhion in that Home beyond 

the ikies : 
What Jeiiis was, we ftrive to be, — the Members 

like the Head ; 
What Jefus //, we hope to be, when raised from 

the dead. 

As Mary knew That Voice belovM, (he thought 

no more to hear ; 
As glad Apoftles faw That Face, fo chang^ 

yet fb dear: 
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So we fhall know, and we fhall fee, when dawns 

the Eternal Day, 
And God's eledl are gathered in, and Earth has 

pafled away. 

O blifs untold ! to live again, where lU can never 

come. 
Immortal minifters of Love, in everlafting 

Home; 
All fwift to run, with hearts as one, where Jefus 

leads us on. 
Without a fear of filing Day, a figh for moments 

gone. 

So Grief for thee fweet Hope revives, and Hope 

fhall nourilh Love ; 
And better is our life below, the more we look 

above : 
We work as men who know the Prize, and fee 

the glorious end ; 
We fight as with the direft foe, to ferve the 

deareft Friend. 
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€jpitap{). 



Here lies his body, like a folded tent. 

He, fafe at Home, a pilgrim now no more ; 

When he returns, in perfon as he went. 

This tent fhall rife — what none have known before j 

So Life has Death this little treafure lent 

That Death to Life may thoufandfold rcftore. 
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% \um ftom t^e €om&» 



Go, learn to-day» what fbon thou mofty- 
The only living are the Juft, 
Who live in Chrift, their only Truft; 
And fuch He will not leave in duft. 



\ 
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" Grave, where is thy viSfory ?" — I Cor. xv. 55. 



To this dear grave our deareft flowers we bring. 
With dews of Night, and tears of forrow wet, — 

The Snow-drop, fair evangelift of Spring, 
The Primrofe pale, and fweet blue violet ; 

And Rofe and Eglantine fhall fondly cling 
Around the Stone by faithful kindred fet. 
To tell the worth we never can forget. 

Watching thefe flowers, in many a future day. 
Like brighteft Hopes embodied by the Grave, 

Our hearts jQiall liften, while they feem to fay — 
*' Be flrong in Faith, and in endurance brave ; 

For He, Who bids our beauteous forms decay, 
. Does flill our life for higher purpofe fave, 
Reftoring manifold the grace He gave." 

So ihall the Grave itfelf a witnefs be 

That Chrift, the Life, with all His Saints reftore. 
As from the buried root the beauteous tree. 

In form the fame, in glorious fafliion more 
Than man can dream or angel eye can fee : 

And each jQiall find the friends he loved before, 

Where Sin and Sorrow enter nevermore. 



43 



" We are come * * * * to the fpirits of juji men made 
perfeEir — Hebrews xii. 22, 23. 



Lonely, — oh how lonely! 

Muft thy jouraey be. 
If thou kneweft only 

What thine eyes •can fee; 
If no friends were near thee 

Hid from mortal fight. 
What, fad heart, could cheer thee 

Through this dreary night ? 

Thank our God, Who giveth 

Faith to lead thee on 
Where thy loft one liveth. 

Where thine heart is gone. 
Rife to him, that Sorrow 

May not love o'ergrow ; 
Rife to him, and borrow 

Nerve for work below. 

Look no more behind thee. 
Sighing '* Where is he ?^ 

Let his Prefence find thee 
Where thy God would fee. 



\ 
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Watching, working, praying. 
Look for comfort ftill ; 

Happjr in obeying 
All thy Fathers will. 
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" f^hat is this that He faith, A Vittk while f — John xvi. i8. 



''A little while,'* — the Summer's light 
Could make the bleakefl moorland bright ; 
" A little while," — and not a flower 
Is left to cheer the wintry hour ;" 
*' A little while," — and lo ! the Spring 
Will all in greater glory bring. ^ 

" A little while " — each lightfome heart 
Some pleafure finds, and lings its part ; 
" A little while," — in lonefome grief 
We look to Heaven for fure relief; 
" A little while," — and we fhall praife 
Our Father's love for faddeft days. 

" A little while " — we learn to bind 
Some hearts with ours in Friendlhip kind ; 
" A little while " — and, one by one. 
They change or die, till all arc gone : 
" A little while," — and Love fhall be 
From Change and Death for ever free. 
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*' A little while *' — ^we love to pray. 
And bright is all the Heavenward way ; 
" A little while *' — in Doubt and Fear 
We hardly know a Saviour near ; 
" A little while/* — and not a cloud 
The vifion of our God fhall fhroud. 



L 
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Hitanp to t^t ^Wour* 



When the world is brighteft. 
And our hearts are lightell, — 
Bleffed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Let Thy hand be near us I 

When Life's fcene is fhaded. 
All its bright hopes faded, — 
Bleffed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Light of Heaven ! be near us ! 

When with bleffings fated. 
Or by praife elated, — 
Bleffed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Let Thy Crofs be near us ! 

When the night of forrow 
Makes us dread to-morrow — 
Bleffed Jefu! hear us ! 
. Light of Heaven ! be near us ! 

When our foes furround us. 
While our fins have bound us,- 
Bleffedjefu! hear us ! 
Let Thy help be near us ! 



L 
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When the paft reviewing — 
Wrong and falfehood ruing — 
BlelTed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Light of Heaven ! be near us ! 

When in iilence bending 
O'er fome dear life's ending — 
BlefTed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Let Thy prefence cheer us ! 

When our hearts are grieving 
O'er the grave bereaving — 
Blefled Jefu ! hear us ! 
Light of Heaven ! be near us I 

When in licknefs lying, 
Dark with fear of dying — 
BlefTed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Let Thy help be near us ! 

When life, flowly waning, 
Shows but Heaven remaining, — 
BlefTed Jefu ! hear us ! 
Light of all ! be near us ! 

(Thofe words were written for the mufic of a Roman Litany, 
« Ave Stella Maris.") 



